
The T ragedie 

Hafl. Whaisaclocke? 

Vpontheftrokcof foure. 

'Hafl . Cannot thy maifter fleepc the tedious nights? 

Mef. So it fliould feeme by that I hauc to fay : 

Firft he commends him to your noble Lordfliip. 

Hafl. And then. Mcf And then he fends you word. 
He dreamt to night the bcarc had rafte his bclme: 
Befides,he fties there arc two councels Jicld, 
Andthatmaybc dcterminedatthconc. 

Which may make you and him to rewe at the other. 
Therefore he fends to know yout Lordlliip - pleafure-; 

I f prefcntly you wil 1 take horfe with him. 

And with alJ (peede port intothe North, 

To fiiun the danger that his fjule diuines. 

Htfl. Go fellow go, rerurnevnto th)' Lord, 

Bid him not feare the feparated counccls: " 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one. 

And attheother>is my feruant Garcsby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs^ 

Whereof I not naue intelligence. 

Tcl him his feares are fliall )vy,wantin^inflancie* 

And for his dreamesj wonder he is fo Tond, 

To trufl: the mockery ofvncjuietflumbers. 

To flic the boarc, before the beaiepuifucs vs, 
Weretoincenfethe boaretofoilovvvs, . ; 

A nd make purfuire where he did mcane no chafe: 

Go bid thy maifter rife and come to me, 

And wc will both togithertothetower, . . 

Where he fl^all fce^hc boavc will vfe vskbdly, 

Msf. My gracious; Lo: He tell him what you 'Enter 

Cat^ Many good moi row^es to my noble Lo : . ; 

Haj}. Good morrow' Catesby^you are early ftirriog) 
What newes what newcs,iachis ourtottcring ftate \ 

Cat. It is a reeling W'orld indeed my Lot 
And I beleeue it will ncucr (land vpright, 

Till Richard weare the garland of the Rcalmc.' 

Howfwearc the garland? doeft thou mcstic the 

liny good Lord. . (aowtiei 
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of Richard the third. 

H<*y?.IIehauc thiscrownc ofminc,cut fromroy fliouldcrs 
Ere I wilHce the crowne fo foule mifplafte: * 
ButcanftthouguclTe that hedath aimeatit. 

Cat. Vpon my life my Loiaud hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the gaine [hci CQf, 

Andthcieuppu he fends youthis good newes, 

Thatthis fame very day, your enemies. 

The kindred of the Queene muft die at Pomfrcl* 

Hafl. Indeed lam no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufc they hauc beneftill mine enemies : 

But that Ile giue my voice on Richards fide. 

To barrenly maiflers heires in true difcent, 

God knovves I wil! not do iVto the death, 

(^at. GodkecpeyourLordfliipinthatgrafiousmiivfe. 
Hafl. But I fiiall laugh at this a tvveluemonth hence, 

, That they who brouglit me in my M aifters liate, . 

liiue to looke vpon their tragedie t 
I tell thee Gatesby. Cat, W hat ray Lord? 

Hafl. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

I le fend forae packing, that yet thinkc not on it. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my graiious Lord, 

When men are vnprcpard,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O Monftious, monftrous.and fo falls it out 
With Riuers, Vaughan, Gray, and fo twill doo , 

With fomc men ell'e,who thinkc thcmfclucs as fafe 
As thou,and Lwho as thouknowcft aredcare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge- 

Haft. I know they do,and 1 haue well deferued fo 
Enter Lor Stanley. 

What my Lswhcrc is your boarc-fpeare man? 

Feare you the boare and go fo vnprouided?, 

Stan. My Lo: good morrow: good morrow Catesby t 
Ybumayicftonrhutbythcholyroodcv 
I do not like thefe feucrall counccls I. 

Hafl. MyLo:lholderoyIifeas dewasyoudoyoucs^ 
Add n«u« in my life J do proteftj 





